SURGERY
" What ?" I asked eagerly.
" A new disease. It has first to be described. That
is our way of patenting it, and making it our own.
Then it makes me immortal. Wait till I come back
from the bath."
" Can't you tell me now ?"
" Oh, I have no intention of telling you until I first
stake my claim by describing it. Many people suffer
from it without knowing from what they are suffering,
but once it is described, then they are diagnosed and,
as you know, diagnosis is half the cure."
" Well, tell it to Tom Myles."
" Blast you, pair of bastards, can't you let me
sleep ?" yelled Lumm, the House Physician. Con-
fidence in our parents' probity encouraged us to
ignore him and to treat the appellation as a term of
endearment, because it suggested that our forebears
were in a position to ignore the convenances^ and there-
fore it implied in some measure an inherited liberality
in ourselves.
" It would not apply to Myles, who is married.
It is a disease to which bachelors mostly are exposed.
At present it is BirrelPs disease and bad enough; and
the remedy is desperate."
Sir Thomas Myles was about to take the class
when we got down. He had shaved off his beard
and was the best-looking man in Dublin, with his
cavalry moustache and his Herculean frame. He
was a great Shakespearean. In his youth he was a
great boxer, second in strength only to his brother,
who on occasions of joviality could take an unsym-
pathetic policeman in each hand and use them for
cymbals as he led the chorus back to Stevens Hospital.
There were giants in those days.
Birrell and I were lucky to be his clinical clerks*
It did you good to be near the man even if he did spar